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Being ’out heauy I will beare the light. 

Merest Nay gentle Romeo^z mull; haue you dance. 

Ro. Not Ibe1eeueme,you'hauedancingfhooes 
With nimble foies, 1 haueafoule of lead 
So flakes me to the ground I cannot moue. 

M-r, You are a louer, borrow Cupids wings, 

And fore with them aboue a common bound. 

Ropteo, lam too fore enpcarced with his fhaft. 

To (bare with his light fethers,and io bound, 

Icannotbound a pitch aboue dull woe, 

Vnder loues heauy burthen doe I finke. 

Horatio. And to finke in it Ihould you burthen loue. 

Too great'opprefsion for a tender thing, 

Romto. Is lone a tender thingfit is too rough , 

Too rude, too boy fterous,and tc pricks like thorne,' 

Mer ■ Ifloue be rough with you be rough with loue 
Prickloue for pricking,and you beat loue downe, 

Giue me a cafe to put my vifage in, 

A vifor for a vifor,whac care I 
What curious eye doth quote deformities: 

Here are the beetle browes /hall blufh for me. 

Ben. Come knocke and enter, and no fooner in. 

But euery man betakes him to his legs, 

Ro, A torch for me, let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the fencelefle rulhes with their heeles; 

For I amprouerbd with a graunfire Phrafe, 

lie be a candle-holder and looke on, 

The game wasnere fo faire, and 1 am dun. 

r Mer. Tut, duns the moufe, the Conffablesowne word 

If(thouartdun,weele draw thee from the mire 

Gr faue you reucrence loue, vv herein thou ftickcu 
Vp to the eares,come wc burne day-light ho, 

Ro. Nay chats not fo. 

Mer. I mcanefir in delay 
We waft our lights in vaine,lights lights hr day: 

Take our goodroeaningftor our Iudgement fits, ^ 

Fiue times in that, ere once in our fine wits. 


of Borneo and luliet* 

Ro, And we rneane w ell in going to this Maskc, 

But tis no wit to go. 

Mer, Why may one askej 

R om , I dreampt a dreame to night. 

(Mer, And fo did I. 

Rom, V Veil what was yours? 

CMer. That dreamers often lye. 

Ro- In bed afleepe while they doe dreame things trus, 

Mer, Q then I fee Queene Mab hathbeene with you: 
Sheisthe Fairies midwife, and fhee comes uiftwpe no bigger 
thean A»atftonc,on theforefinger of an Alderman, di awn c 
with a teems oflittle atomies, ouermens nofes as they liea- 
fleepc:her waggon fpokes made ot long fpmners legsrthe co- 
uerofthe wings ofgrafhoppersjier traces of the fmalleft ipi- 
der web her coders of the moonftiines watry beams.her whip 
of Crickets bone, thelafhof Philome, her waggoner, a /mail 
gray coated Gnat, not halte fo bigge as a round little worme. 
pnekt from the lazie finger of a man. Her Chariot is an emp- 
tie Hafcl nu t,made by the Ioyner fquirrel or oldGrub, time 
out a mind, the Paries Coachmakers:and in this ftate lne gal- 
lops night by night, throgh louers brains, & then thev dream 
of loue. On Courtiers knees, that dreame on Cur fie s ftr ait,oic 
Lawyers fingers who ftrait dreams on fces,ore Ladies lips who 
ftrait on hides dreame, which oft the angry Mab with blifters 
plagues, becaufe their breath with fweete meats tainted are* 
So metune ihe gallops ore a Courtiers nofe, and then dreams 
heoffinelling out a fucetandfometime comes fhee with a tit h- 
pigs tale, tickling a Parfos nofe as a lies afleepe, the he dreams 
of another Benefice. Somtime ihe driueth ore a fouldiers neck, 
and thendreames heoijcuttingforraine throats.ol breach^, 
ambufcados,fpaniihblades:Of healths fiuefadome deepe, <$c 
then anon drums in his care,ac which lie ftartes and wakes, & 
beingthusfrighted,fwearesaprayer ortwo & fleepes againe: 
this is that very Mab that plats the manes of horfes in the 
nigh f.and bakes the tlklocks in foule fluttifh haires, which 
once vntangled ,much misfortune bodes* 
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